SUNDAY MORNINGS

or in part, are literature, but certainly with
one exception to be noted in its place, they are
not Works of Art. It is far truer to call them
Journalism than Art*

A certain defect of understanding, or at any rate,
of statement, is still visible here. Those who feel
profoundly in the debt of Henry James are not
thankful to him only for phrases and paragraphs
perfectly shaped and images perfectly recorded:
from him also we have had those " comments and
enhancements of the interest of life." The
Golden Bowl may, if you look superficially at the
theme, be concerned only with the establishment
of a relation between two pairs of " idle rich "
persons, three Americans and an Italian, and an
English background ; yet that also enriches all the
subsequent experience of those who digest it, that
also opens windows to eternity, and that also is
even of value in one's political education.

The thing about Mr. Wells that baffled and
bewildered Henry James was that a man who had
so great a creative passion, such faculties of
observation, so great a power over the language,
should be content to do less than his best as an
artist, should have (apparently) so great a con-
tempt for the careful artist, and should spend so
much of his time arguing provisionally about the
ephemeral. James had his limitations, too : he
never felt (save only during the war) his duty as
propagandist; he was content to record un-
pleasant changes without fighting against them, to
indicate a higher civilisation without organising
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